The Comic nil Hiftorie of 

The beft regarded Virgins of our Clime 
Have lov'd it too : I would not change this hue , 

Except to fteale your thoughts , my gentle Qucenc. 

TV. In termes of choife , I am not folcly led 
By nice dire<ftion of a Maidens eyese 
Bcfides , the Lotterie of my-Deftinic 
Bars me rl'C right of voluntary choofing. 

But if my Father had not fcanted mee. 

And hedg’d me by his wit , to yceld my felfc 
His wife, who wins me by that mcanes I told you ; 

Your fclfe (renowned Prince) then flood as fairc 
As any commcr I have look’d on yet , 

For my aflfe&ion. A/or. Even for that I thank you. 
Therefore I pray you leadc me to the Caskets 
To try my fortune : By this Sjmitare 
That flew the Sofhj , and a Perfian Prince, 

That won three fields of Sultan Soljman • 

I would orc-ftarethcftcmcft eyes that Iooke, 

Out-brave the Heart moft daring on the earth , 

Pluckc the young fucking Cubs from the Ihe-Bcarc; 

Yea , mock the Lyon when a rotes for pray. 

To win the Lady. But alas , the while 
If Herculet and Ljchat play at dice. 

Which is the better man , the greater throw 
May turnc by fortune from the weaker hand : 

So is tAltidtt beaten by his rage , 

And fo may I , blind Fortune leading me , 

Miffc that which one un worthier may attaine , 

And die with grieving. T>er. Y ou mull take your chance, 
And cither not attempt to choofc at all , 

Or fwcarc before you choofe, if you choofe wrong , 

Never to fpeake to Lady afterward 
In way of marriage ; therefore be advis'd. 

<~Mor. Nor will not, come, bring me unto my chance. 
For. Firft, forward to the Temple, after dinner 
Your hazzard fhall be made. 
v&for. Good fortune then, 

To make me blcft or curfcdft amongft men. Exeunt. 


the iMtrchmt of Vent cel 

Enter the Clowne alone. 

riovene Certainly; my confidence will ferveme to runoe from 
thislewe my Matter : the fiend is at my elbow, and temps me, 
lavinc to msJobbe, Lamcelet lobbe, good Lance let, or good lobbe, 
or good Launceltt lobbe, ufe your legges, take the flare, runne a- 
wav- my confcience fayes no , take heede honeft Latmcelet, take 
heede honeft lobbe, or as afore-laide honeft Lamcelet lobbe, doe 
not runne, Horne runn ing with thy heeles ; well, the moft coragi- 
ous fiend bids me packed feyes the fiend, a way fayes the fiend, 
for the heavens roufe up a brave minde fiayes the fiend,and runne ; 
well, my confcience hanging about thenecke of my heart, fiayes 
very wifely to me : my honeft friend Lamcelet being an honeft 
mans fonne, or rather sn honeft womans fonne; forindeedemy 
Father did fiomething fimacke, fomething grow to, j he had a kind 
of taft;weli,my confcience fiayes Lamcelet bouge not, bouge fayes 
the fiend, bouge not fiayes my confidence ; confcience, fay I, you 
counfell well, fiend/ay I, you counfell well,to be rul’d by my con- 
fcience, I fbould flay with the lewe my Matter, (who God blefle 
the marke) is a kinde of devil! ; andto runne away from the lew 
I Ihould be ruled by the fiend, who faving your reverence is the 
devil! himfelfie : certainly the lew is the very devil! incarnation, 
and in my confcience, my confcience is but a kinde of hard confci- 
ence, to offer to counfailc me to ftay with the lewe, the fiend 
gives the more friendly counfailc : I will runne fiend, my heeles 
are at your commandement, I will runne. 

Enter old Cjobbo with a basket , 

gobbo. Matter young-man , you I pray you, which is the way 
to matter Iewes? , 

Lamcelet. O heavens,^ ’sis my true begotten Father,who be- 
ing more then fand blinde, high gravell blinde,knowes me not ; I 
will try confufions with him. 

Gobbo. Matter young GentIeman,I pray you which is the Way 
to Mafter Iewes. 

Lamce^t Turne up on your right hand at the next turning, 
but at the next turning of all on yeur left ; marry at the very next 
turning turne of no hand, but turne down indirectly to the Iewes 
houfe. 




